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If Thou writ'ft on, will write thy Head off. | 
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5 u N CIA 
1 DISSECTED. 


ATT HAT Pity it was that the Au- 
| , thor of the Dunc1iap had 
| not placed himſelf before a Look- 


ing-glaſß, while he wrote that Inimitable 
| de for tho” it can't be ſuppos'd, he was 
' Fanacquainted with his own Symetry, yet it 
might have prevented his falling foul on that 
ol others. 
I is alſo as much out of the Way, to 
make Poverty the Subject of his Satire; 
ſince had he been humble enough to look | 
Ybchind him, he would have remembered, 


indfor-Foreft ; and that the private Tutor 
A 2 which 


I 


N that his Father was but a Husbandman on i 


4 The Doncr Diſſefed. 5 


which he ſeems to ſuggeſt his Father kept 
to teach him Greek and Latin, was a Secular 
Prieſt of the Church of Rome, whom his | 
Parents, with other good Men of the ſame 
Way, in that Neighbourhood, ſheltered by 
Turns, in order to make Proſelytes. 

| Tar by the Contribution of Church and 
Friends, he was enabled to make a Turn to the 
ITE of Oxford, was never deny'd, and a 

| 5 ſhort one it was, being but juſt enough 
ear by: Aſter which being of a Con- 
Fimpt ve Conſtitution, and an only Son, he 
was by the Indulgence of his Parents, ex- 
cus'd from the labouring Work of the Field, 
and being brought up in Idlenefs, had Lei- 
ſure enough to ruminate on what he had 
learnt, and compleat his Studies by him- 
ſelf. 
As our the twentieth Year of his Age 
be was ſent for a ſew Weeks to a Friends | 
| Houſe at London, to ſee a little of the 
World, and alſo to ſeek a Cure for his Di- 
ſtemper ; which inſtead of having out- 
i grown, 


— ⁵˙ . 
— . ———— — 


The Dunciad Diiſſected. 5 
grown, as they hop'd he would, was much 
increas'd. Here it was his good Fortune to 
become acquainted with Mr. Mycherley, one 
of the moſt Polite and Generous Men of 
the laſt Age, who taking a liking to him, 
invited his Stay in Town ; but his Father 
being either not able, or not willing to be 


at the Expence, abſolutely refus'd. On 
which Mr. Mycherley reply'd, So promiſing 


a Genius ſhould not be loſt for a ſmall Ex- 


= and took him into his own Protec= 


ying equally for him with himſelf, 
— Lodging and Board. Mr. Wycherley' 8 
fine Taſte and Recommendation, ſoon in- 
troduced our young Poet into a familiar 


3 Acquaintance with the greateſt Peers, and 
| brighteſt Wits then living: He grew fond 


of him to the laſt Degree, never eaſy but 
when he was preſent, and always extolling 


bim while abſent, more like a fond Parent 
Jof an only Child, than a mere accidental 
N Acquaintance. So that being always toge- 
| 2 they were call'd the Inſeparable. But 


A 3 Mr. 


. Wycherley being of the largeſt Size, and | 


6 The Du NAD Diſſected. 


the other of the leaſt, it occafion'd a merry 
old Judge to ſay, that he could never look 
on thoſe two without recollecting a Sign, 
formerly (of much Note) in Meſtminſter- 
Hall, call'd the Dwarf and the Giant; to 
which an Admiral then preſent, replied, | 
your Lordſhip may fancy what you pleaſe, * 
but to my thinking they more reſemble 
a tall Ship, with the Long- Boat draggifig 
aſter. Abundance of theſe Jeſts flew about, 
which no ways leſſen d the growing Fame 
of our young Writer ; 3 it being moſt cer- 


tainly his Part to improve the ef 


Opportunity, and embrace Fortune's Fa- 
vours. Now here, like the Painter, were 


he found he had obtain · d an eftabliſh'd Cha- 
| racer, he fell foul on his firſt and greateſt 
Beneſactor, by ridiculing him behind his 


it poſſible, would I draw a Veil over an In- 


| gratitude not eaſy to be deſcrib'd, yet too 


publickly known to be conceal'd : For when 


Back, which unworthy Proceeding Mr. 
1.44 ,-  Wycherley 


* 


The Duxciap Diſſetted. . 3 


| Wycherley never forgave to the laſt Hour of 

This Life, However the other kept the 

Ground he had gain'd, and thoſe who at 
Ifirſt lik'd him on Mr. Wycherley' Account 
only, were ſo prepoſſeſs d in his Fayour, as 
Ito look on Mr. Mycherley as a Doting old 
; Man, grown into his ſecond Childhood. In 
* ® ſhort Pope wasY oung,Rakiſh,and Witty ; and 
the more Complaiſant Companion of the two. 
And as Scandal is ſaid to be the Life ofa Tea- 
Table, he ſound it no leſs of a Bottle of 
Wine: He had a peculiar Talent at private 
* Slander, and his Abſent Friends were always 
ſerved up for a Diſſert to the Preſent ; which 


i. ral Parties which then reign'd in the Nati- 
„on: He was a Whig with the Whigs, a Tory 
with the Tories; and ſome have carried their 
& Partiality ſo far, as to call him a Popiſh- 
Whig, an Epithet directly inconſiſtent. 

S4 xrIRE was certainly of admirable 
lis Y Uſe among the Antients, and is of no leſs 
among the Moderns ; but then they always 

| [ 8 choſe 


agreeable Faculty indear'd him to the ſeye- 


s e Duncian Diſſected. 


| Decrees of an over-ruling Power; tho? this 
enlighten'd Age thinks Scorn to own One. 
The Dunciap is a recent Inſtance o 


ate the only Subjects he can find to work | 
upon; which how well they become his 
Pen, has been ſaid already. | 


W living, and both well known, who ſome * 
| Years ſince were much on a Level, as to 


choſe for their Theme ſome reigning Vice, 
or growing Folly : But where can you find 
a Penſſus, a Juvenal, or Horace, laſhing of 
Perſonal Defe&, or Turns of Providence? 
Theſe Pious Heathens well knew that Cala- 
mities were not Crimes; and always ex- 
empted ſuch from being the Subject of Sa- | 
tire. They knew it was not in the Power 
of a Man to make his own Fortune, any 
more than he could his own Perſon; and 
therefore paid a modeſt Deference 70 the 


this, wherein Dalneſ, which in plain Engliſh | 
is want of Capacity, Deformity, a want of : 
Comlineſs, and Poverty, a want of Subſtance, | 


Bu r 4 propos, there are two Ladies now | 


4 For- 


The Duncian Diſſected. 5# 


de, Fortune, and in thoſe Days intimate Friendsz; 
nd MN the one by a continued Series of unloo d 
of for Bleſſings, 1s is raiſed to à Coronet, with: 
> ? its utmoſt Grandeur; the other by an un- 
A | 7 avoidable Succeſſion of Calamities, reduc'd 
x to the loweſt Turn in Life. She took Co 
rage, dreſt herſelf decently, and went to 
er Compliment her great Friend, who receiy'd 
1y her at firſt with the ſame chearful Famili- 


1d ,. arity as formerly; but on an Enquiry into 
ne her Circumſtances, (not having ſeen her in 
is Þ ſome Years,) ſhe aſſum'd a cool Air; 758 


range tis aſtoniſhing, cry'd the ! Nay tis 
of | almoſt incredible, that for ſo many Years, you 
ſb * ſbould meet with nothing but Misfortunes? Not 
of ! in the kaſi, Madan, reply d the other, with 
e, 4 _ Warmth, why ſhould it be more firange 
k | that ſome go Down unaccountably, than that 
is others Riſe ſo ? 

TAE large Profit Mr. Po p E has mall 
by a Nominal Tranſlation of Homer, and the 
little Pains he took to deſerve it need no 
Repetition; he has acquired Fame, purcha- 

. . - {ſed 


| 


If xo 7he Dunciap Diſſefted. 


[! ſed an Eſtate, dubb'd himſelf a *Squire, and 
one would have thought, might have rais'd 

an Altar to Fortune, and fat down conten- 
ted; but inſtead of that, weary of a tran- 
[|| quil 1 and wanting fore particular Ob- 


4 


| Filthy, that few Readers can forbear Puk- 
ing at his bare Ideas, much Good may they 


do him. He has open'd Pandora's Bor, 


| which perhaps he may never be able to ſhut 
again; be that as it may there was 


one Colevile of the Vale in North-Britain, © 
who propheſy'd of many notable Things a= 
bove an hundred Years ago, where having 
| | foretold the writing of the DUN ci ap, with 
| the Fate of its Author, he thus concludes, 


To anfwer fach as he with ords, 


Is Hike Canary waſhing T---rds ; 
|. The Wine in 7a afte and Hue grows Meaner, 


| | But Td is ner a whit the Cleaner. 


| 

: 
1 
| 
: 
: 
'T 

A 


. 


| jt to fix on, he Lampoons both Church 

| | and State, all that he knows, and all that 

11 he knows not, and bids an open Defiance 
to human Kind, in Terms fo Coarſe and 


| 


Farmer o _ his Sox: 
has | uE 8 


« | TOAD and the OX, 


| FA BLE 


N Days of yore, when Beaſts ood dels 


5 \ And Toads philoſophize in Greek, 

= Þ Each Specie, in it's diff rent Nature, 

S Doves coo-out Love-Odes : * Owls hoot Satire. 
h 


"Twas in thoſe Times, an antient Toad 
Of good Repute, and long Abode, 
Under a Sage-Tree dug his Cave, 

And there, enjoy'd what Nature gave: 


oo Frontiſpiece to the DN can. 


0 Save, to his Neighbourhood alone. 


12 Farmer Pork and his Son. 


He liv'd unknowing, and unknown, 


Nor medled he with Church, or State, 
Or private-Love, or publick-Hate, 
Quiet he priz'd, and Peace improv'd, 
And was, by all around belov'd. 


Her Taſte alike, her Faith the ſame; 
Implicitly, they both obey 
What Church commands: and Prieſt doth lay, 


One Son he had, and only One, 
20 Whom much he ſer his Mind upon: 
A little ſcurvy, purblind- Elf; 
Scarce like a Toad, much leſs himſelf, | 
Deform'd in Shape, of Pigmy Stature: 
A proud, conceited, peeviſh Creature. 


But as the Crow her own. thinks faireſt, 
And Apes their uglieſt hold the deareſt, 
His careful Father ſaw with Joy, 

A love to Learning in the Boy! 

Shall I. quoth he, who know no Letter 

Not give my Son a Breeding betrer? 


8 His Wike, a grave, and ſober Dime 


Who can do more than preach and pray, 


FO 


Farmer Pop and his Son. 13 
I ſurely will! and for Diſpacch _ 
Send him to School, to Parſon Hatch: 
A parlous, learned Man they ay, 


Can, by his Knowledge, raiſe the Devil, 
And make him run of Errands civil. . 


So ſaid, ſo done, to School he went. 
And ev'ry one had full Content: ' 
The Scholar learn't, the Maſter ſmil'd, 
The Father hugg'd, and bleſt his Child. 


Such Parts as his are very rare; | 
E'er twelve, his Studies finiſh'd were: 
Latin, ad unguem, he could ſpeak ; 
And home Returns, brimfull of Greek, 


A Pot too full will overflow, 
And Maſter's Head does always fo : 
Where-e' er he goes, does ſtill diſpute, 
Preſcribe, or dictate, or conſute, 
And will be always abſolute. 
The Ruſtick Clowns his Words admire, 
And raife the Pride of little Squire, 


Who thus addreſt his antient Sire. 


Now 


-F 


[1 


l} 


| 


14 Farmer Pors and his Hon. 


Now 225 Gs if &er I were 
The Object of your Love, and Care, 
Up to the City let me ſteer, 
And not once my Talents here. 


The old one many Wants pretends, 
As want of Money, want of Friends: 
| And that unguarded, and alone, 


He dares not. venture him to Town. 


* 


o Sir, quoth the Urchin, never heed, 
But let me on my Journey ſpeed: 
Permit me but to try my Fate; 


The bold are always fortunate. 
For go I muſt, and go I will, 


Be the Succeſs, or good, or ill. 
The forward Spark ſets on his Way: 
Surprize, his Father's Words, did ſtay. 


« Be the Succeſs or good, or ill; 
6 Strange Words, cry d he! firange Mean 


ings (till! 2 


C * He has his Own, but not my Win. 
— Who | 5 


Farmer Por x and his Son. 15 
« Who knows, what Fortune may ordain? 
« Perhaps he may the Laurel gain, 
4e At worſt, he will a Pope remain. 
4 So ſpeed him well and bleſs the Child! 
| Who hopp'd and ſprawl'd full many a Mile, 

E'er he unto the City got, | 
When lo! Behold it was his Lot; 
1 To meet a * gentle, amorous Swain! 

80 Who Learning lov'd, nor lov'd in vain: 


Of him, he chanc'd his way to ſeek, 
(Amaz'd, to hear à Toad cou'd ſpeak! ! 
But moſt of all ſhould talk in Greek.) | 
He ſtooping, cry'd! my little Dear! == 
| Whence cam'ſt thou? and whar _ thou 
1 | here? 30 


I have, quoth he, nor Houſe, nor — 
And am, to ſeek my Fortune, come. 


And that, cry'd 't'other ſhan't be long, 
Unleſs, the Fae will do thee wrong; 


6 5 Henry Cromwell Eq 
| .* rl 


6 Farmer Por x and his Jon. 
© - T'll recommend thee to a Bard 
=, Who ſhall thy Merits well reward. 


| Ile ſaid, and did, and * Ny bright, 
j . Upon his Word, receiv'd the Wight: 

| Admitting him to Bed and Board, 

| He liy'd as great as any Lord: 

Will preſents the Dapper-Blade, 

Each Day ſome new Acquaintance made. 
Till even City, Court, and Town, 


' Reſolve to make him all their own: 
00 The little Monſter they careſs, 
4 __ golden Preſents load his Cheſts. 


So have we heard in Days of old 8 
Of Dwarfs, moſt hideous to behold, 
Strutting at Court, in Gold Brocade, f 

' And Confidants to Kings were made. 

_ While beauteous Page remain'd at Door, 
And roſe no higher than before. 
For Uglineſs, in full Diſplay ! 

Is Beauty in another Way. 


e William Wyeherley Eſq; wa 
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20 


17 


Well reſt him merry, —— now he's Great 
His Happineſs is ſure compleat : 
A plenteous Fortune, ſtately Houle, 
An Equipage, (like Madam 2ouſe) 
(Which by the Way, pray underſtand, 
Is a fam 'd Tale, in Fairy Landy | 


But State, and Fame, gaye no Content, 


. Uneaſy ſtill, where-e er he went, 


Something there was to come, he thought, 
An unknown ſomething ſtill he ſought; 
Some Joy! ſome Good! yet unpoſſeſt, 
Whim in his Brain, and ſwell his Breaſt; 
Ange th' * of the reſt. 


At laſt, he felc 'twas native Spite, 
That any but himſelf ſhould Write; 
Each Particle of Fame. they found, 
Was robbing of his vaſt Profound t. 

This Venom, long with Pain conceal'd, 
In private Satire, was reveal'd : 


+ Eſſay on the Profound. 
B And 


I 


0! 
| 
| 


1 
1 


| 
| 
| 
l 
| 


A Diſemboguement of himſelf. 


And broods ſome new Deſign by fits. 


18 Farmer Port and his Son. 


And thoſe whoſe kind, indulgent Care, 


130 Whoſe Fortune did his Grandeur rear, 


Were ſure to have the largeſt Share. 


Ingratitude, nurs'd in its Rite, 
Takes place of-ev'ry other Vice: 
Is a known Rule in human Nature, 
And prov'd the ſame &en in this Creature. 
For not content with Friends alone; 
He ſpits his Venom thro' the Town: 
The ſtinking Venom; flows around, 
And nauſeous Slaver hides the Ground. 


140 Yet not one Mortal, whom it hit, 


Twas juſt as harmleſs as his Wit. 
For take away the falthy Part, p 
+4 Of T rd, and Spew, and Mud and Fart: 
(Words which no Gentleman could uſe, f 
And &en a Nightman would refuſe.) 

There nought remain'd, fave to the Elf 


Thus eas'd—— while he quiet ſits 


+ Vide Firſt Book of the Dunciad. 
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50 © In yonder Valley—— ay tis fo, 


4 Freſh Graſs there is, ſweet Rivers flow: 

&« Fine Shrubs, gay Flowers, and ſhady Trees, 
« (Which yield a pleaſant, murm'ring Breeze,) 
« Poſſeſt by nought, but ſorry Kine, 

« Rever'd forſooth, and call'd Divine, 

« *Cauſe feeding at Apollo's Shrine. 

«« Shall they enjoy a Place like this? 

« A Heav'n on Earth, a Paradiſe, 

« And I fir ſtill, in Brick, and Stone, 

% No, No, I'll tight them, one by one, 

„ And make this charming Place my own. 

«« But Phebns loves them, let him ſhow it, 
6 I'll make him own, the better Poet: 
« Sure I with Kine may well compare, 
«© Nor different much our Statures are: 
« If aught, th' Advantage is in me; 

& As they ſhall quickly find, and ſee. 


Away then skips our errant Knight, 
And tho” 'twas late, ſets out by Night: 
(As bold Advent'rers always do, 
Whether it be, to fight, or woo:) 


bp Next 


20 Farmer Por xk and his Hon. 


| i Next Morning early takes his Stand, 
if And calls the Captain of the Band: 
| And call he might, the ſacred Herd, 

| 

| 


Or heard him not, or not regard. 
Secure upon the Swerd they lay, 
And calmly paſs'd their Time away. 


if « When in he hopt, avant, cry'd he, 
1 This Place belongs to none but me: 
0 I'm come to claim my lawful Right, 
| 180 * And dare the beſt of you to fight. 


To fight with thee, poor frantick Child, 
Says the grave Steer, and roſe and ſmil'd: 
What Honour can from thee be won? 
Thou only fit to trample on: 

Diminutive, too ſmall for Sight, 

Durſt thou preſume to think of Fight ? 
Pr'ythee, vain glorious Thing, be gone, 
Nor madly puſh thy Ruin on. 


4 | 
1 190 Too ſmall for Sight; nay now you lye 
(Reply'd the other) Sir, for why! 

My Stature, ſure, with yours may vie. 


To 
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To work he goes, and fumes and ſwells, 


Till ev'ry Vein with Rancour fills: 


&« Now look, cry'd he, how grand and fair, 
« How graceful all my Motions are, 
« And durſt thou ſtill with me compare? 


The noble Steer with Scorn reply'd, 
Well done, Thou haſt the Foe defy'd; 
So now forbear, thou puny Elf, | 
Who can'ſt hurt nothing but thy (elf. 


< That ſhall be contradicted ſoon, 
Reply'd the merry bold Buffoon : 
So ſtrove and ſwell'd, but all in vain, 
With the laſt Heave he burſt in Twain. 


A loathſome Stench does all ſurround, 
Malignant Vapours ſpread the Ground: 
But what moſt Wonderment does bring, 
Nor Limb, nor Bone, nor Fleſh, nor Skin, & 
Remain'd of this audacious Thing: 
All putrid in himſelf before, 

He ſeem'd a Splatch of ſqualid Gore. 


Struck 


mo 1 
I 22 Farmer Pops ant his Hon. 


Struck with a luden juſt Amaze, 
The Herd upon each other gaze: 
What Prodigy is this? they cry, 
All Wonder, but none make Reply 


At laſt, a venerable Seer + 

Stood up, and Phæbus did revere ; 

11 Thrice he with Adoration low'd, 
20 And thrice, profoundly grave, he bow' d: 
I! Bleſt be, cry'd he, our Patron dear, 
Who by this Omen doth declare | 
That we, poor Herd, are ſtill his Care. 
And as this Wretch diſſolv'd away, 

So ſhall our Enemies decay: 

His Fate deter each envious Wight 

From publick Hate, or private Spight. 
Nor after him ſhall any dare 

To make on Phebss Herds a War. 


So ceaſe we all our Wonder here, 
And for Luſtrations now prepare: 
Let ſacred Incenſe ſmoke around, 
And hallow the polluted Ground ; 


Mr. Dennis. 
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And joy ful Peans let us ſing 

To our Preſerver, and our King, 

With 16 Peaus let the Valley ring, 

And yearly grateful let us pay | 
zs Our Thanks on this auſpicious Day. 


The Mok aL. | 

H E RE, in this Fable, we may ſee 
A Spirit bold and proud; 

Puff d up with vain Sufficiency, 


Which in itſelf can never be 
Of any worth allow'd. 


With Envy ſtung he flies at All, 
Nor does Diſtinction make, 
Yet loudly out for Help can call, 
When he into a Pit doth fall 
Dug for his Neighbour's ſake. „ 


| 24 Parmer PoPs and Bis Han, 


How truly bappy were this Mang 


' = TY 2 
Yr af hen Lids Thoulid round: | 
To whom he Pleaſure 1, - FN 
There's no one Champion will befonnd | 
To draw hinf out of this Prufound, 
And help his Fame to live. 


„* 


Cou'd he have been content, 
With all the Plaudits he had-wan ; 
But like the Swine of Gaderen, 

He to the Bottom went . 


resse HS hpi ide 4+ eee, 
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Tho' the Scandgl may pleaſe, afrer Ages we hope, 


Will decree they” re «like void of Wit, 


® Pd, Preface to the Dunciad. * 
＋ See Mr. Dennis s Letter in the Daily bee 


